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f^S?-^^ INFAMOUS 3AN7 OF CUT- THROAT OUTLAWS - WHO PREYE7 ON 
INN.OCSNT CITIZENS IN THE PAYS OF KNIGHTH007- POSSIBLY RETURN TO THE I W0r!l7 
OF I H_ . WENTIETH CENTURY AFTER FIVE HUN7RE7 YEARS TO LAUNCH AN ORGY OF 

violent peath? this is the problem confronting magno an? pavey as they 
battle unseen, ghostly enemies in: the case of the hauntep museum' 




WELL 7AVEY-TOPAY*S/l THINK YOU'RE CRAZY 
THE 7AY.THOSE TO THINK WE OUGHT 

VALUABLE DOCUMENTS) TO BE ON HAN7, MA6N0' 
ARE TO ARRIVE AT /THE ONLY GUY I KNOW 
.THE MUSEUM/^ — f OF WHO MIGHT WANT 

^"-\T- — ~ "^ ■' I THEM IS THE CLOWN..'.. 

1 ANP HE'S SAFELY 
5T0WE7 AWAY BEHINP 
BARS/ 



<-"3? 



THAT'S RIGHT, 7AVEY/ BUT 
LET'S PLAY SAFE ANP 
HAVE A TALK WMf H POCTOR 
MEA?E,THE CURATOR/ 
XPROMI5E7 HIM WE'P BE 
ON HANP.' 



OKAY BY MB/ 
I HAVEN'T 
ANYTHING 
ELSE TO 70, 
ANYWAY/ 
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BA,*,uy that same night.... 

AMAZING 70CUMENTS/ NEVER SAW 
ANYTHING QUITE LIKE THEM BEFORE/ 
WE ARE IN7EE7 FORTUNATE TO 
ACQUIRE THEM/ 




WELL,wgLL?THISlSTHE 
BAREST OF ALL/ THE 
TITLE REA75: CHANTS * 
A.N7 INCANTATIONS FoX 
REVIVING THE SPIRITS OF 
THE7EA7/" 
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RETURN.' RETURN.' OH.KNlGHTS 
WHO 5LA.y AN 7 7LUN7ER/ 
ARISE/ ARISE.' 7AI75T 
UGHTNlNG FLASH AN7 
TWUN7ER,' 




I MUST HAVE 70ZB7 OFF 
FOR A MOMENT/ I-r 
THINK I HEAR S0UN7S IN 
THB ARMOR WING OF THE 
MUSEUM? MUST CALM 
MYSELF/ PROBABLY WAS 
HAVING A BA7 7REAM OR 



& 



> 



0007 HEAVENS.' I KNOW I'M 
LOSING MY HEA7/THE AXES AN7 
5WOR7S AN7 LONG BOWS ARE 
BEING REMOVE7 FROM THE WALLS 
BY- BY N0S07Y/ 











THE NEXT MOMENT... 
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HIC7 WHATTA «/' KNOW.TH' 
.INVISIBLE NNANf HIC/ 




MHIC/ WASN'T TH' INVISIBLE W\NS ATALL? IT WAS A LOT 
OF 'EM/ THAT SETTLES IT/ WEN I 5HTA.RT SEEIN' 
MOWN ONE -I QUIT/ TIME T' GO HOME NOW/ 
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MEANTIME, IN THEIR " 
APARTMENT ON THE FAR 
Sl7E OF TOWN.... 



70NT TELL WE 
I WAS ONLY 
SEEING THINGS 
,1 SAW A FLASH 
OP LIGHTNING 
A COUPLE OF 
MINUTES AGO/, 



WE INTERRUPT TH15 
MUSICAL INTERLUDE TO 
BRING YOU A SPECIAL 
NEWS BKOA7CAST/.... WITH- 
IN THE PAST TEN MINUTES, 
A-5ERIES OF SLAYINGS 
HAVE-OCCURJ2EP AT 
SEVERAL NIGHT SPOTS 
ABOUT TOWN... MANY 
PERSONS HAVE SEEN 
SLAIN AN!? THOUSANDS 
OF 70LLARS WORTH OF 
MONEY HAS SEEN STOLEN., 
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ThE next instant, the 
7ynamc 7uo p6scen7 
upon a. scene of night- 
marish horror anp 
utter incrs7uuty.' 
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back/go 

BACK/ OH, 
KNIGHTS/ TO 

THAT FAR. 

7ISTANT 5H0R^ 

TO SLEEP/ 

TO REST/ OH, 
KNIGHTS, IN 
7EATH- FOR- 
EVERMORE' 




...AN? JUST AS SU?7ENLY AN7 
AS MYSTERIOULY AS IT BEGUN, 
THE WAVE OP -GRIME CEASE? 
THROUGHOUT THE CITY - 
AUTHORITIES ON PSYCHIC 
PHENOMENA, AN? MASS 
HYSTERIA ARE AT SWOR7'S 
POINT TO EXPLAIN THE 
UNPRECE7ENTE7 OCCURANCES 
OF THE PAST FEW HOURS... 
SOME SAY.... 
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THAT'S EASY, 
KI7/ THEY 
KNEW SILVER 
WHEN THEY 
SAW IT- BUT 
OUR PAPER 
CURRENCY 
?I?N'T MEAN 
A THING TO 
THEM? ALSO, 
THEY ONLY 
R0BBE7 NISHT 
SPOTS THAT HA? 
THE WOR7S"INN' 
OR"TAVERN" IN 
THEIR TITLES f 
THEY SKIPPE7 
ALL THE "BARS" 
AN? CAFES" 
■GRILLS" BE 
CAUSE THEY 
7I7NT KNOW 
WHAT THEY 



'AN? J 



I GET IT/ BUT1 

THE NEXT 

TIME WE 

REA7 ABOUT 
KING ARTHUR 
AN? -HIS 
KNIGHTS AT 
SCHOOL, I'M 
NOT G0IN6 TO 
PASS OFF 
THE BATTLES 

THEY HA7 

WITH A SHRUS 
OF THE 
5HOUL7ERS AS 
I USE? TO 
70/ 



WERE 
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AH .'I SEE YOU'RE 3UST IN TIME FOR 
ANOTHER VISIT WITH THE UNKNOWN .' 
WHAT'S THAT? YOU DON'T BEUEVE 
IN THE UNKNOWN ? AH .' BUT YOU'RE 
WRON© THERE '. YOU BELIEVE IN MS 
DON'T YOU ? WELL, I ANA THE UN- 
KNOWN .' 



COME .' LET ME TAKE YOU WITH ME BACK THROUGH 
3000 YEARS, TO THE TEMPLE OF A HK3H RT 'SST- 
ESS IN ANCIENT E.GYPT/ 1 PROMISE YC . 
SOME STRANGE AND FANTASTIC EVENTS ••• 
FOR THAT l<3 ALWAYS YOUR REWARD WHEN 
YOU CALL UPON THE" UNKNOWN? 




WE HAVE COME AT UM UN-| 
FORTUNATE MOMENT. OB 
SERVE THE WEEPIN© 

I AND WAIUNGOFTHfc 

«=■ CPViNi©' !■ — *— 




I'M DYIN<S?I KNOW THAT 

|IAMPV.n©;bwtmarj. 

WELUMYWORC«/©URV| 
.WITH ME IN MY SARCQ 

Jhag-ustheurnof 

SEEDS ON VONC3BR 
TAB?E/WRARMEW|a 

1N STRIPS OF FINEST 
LINEN THAT MY BODY 

THROUSH .^ Fg 9 "" 
1 THE ' 
YEARS ' J 



AGAINST THE SAtNt^w 

P ER T^T TH^rTS PcARVEDA 
MEN f LET ™f2NV WHO SHOULD 
WARNING TO ANY WHO . 

DISTURB MY f ^iTi WAVE r-t^ 
,TH,S vlN^EAN% r 
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&e nOwItheR^ , 

IS LITTLE LEFT FOR US 

THE PRIESTESS IS 

1 DEAD .' BUT RE" 1 
MEMBER 
HER WORDS/j 



T^T^TreTURN NOW "TO OUR 

raTsI THE CURTAIN OF THE 
RA TLknOWN ASAIN ■ _ 
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•'■•-EN THE BRITISH ARCHAEOLO- 
3 STS ARRIVED ON THE SCENE, 
THE WINDS AND THE SANDS OF ' 
"^E DESERT HAD LONG SINCE 
JURIED THE TOMB OF THE 

PRIESTESS .' BUT SEE .' 
ALREADY THESE MEN OF 

LEARNING 

HAVE COME ! 

UPON ITS 

.OCATION .' 



SIR REGINALD, YOU ) YTS , AMSS t 
WERE RR5HT,' THERE \ AND FROM 
IS A STRUCTURE OF J THfi COUNTDU« 
SOME TYPE HERE^y rf APPffARS, 
TO BE A 
TOMB.' 



WHAT DO 
,VOU THINK, , 
MC KNIGHT? 



~--j =5 «^_S j 



I'M INCLINED 
TO AGREE WITH 
YOU ,SIR REGINALD.' ' 
AND FROM THE STRUC* 
TURE OF THE EARTH 
WE'VE EXCAVATE Djl'D^ 
ESTIMATE IT TO BE ABOUT 
3000 YEARS OLD/ 
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there's! 

THE 
ENTRANC 
NOW.'LET'* 

SEE 

WHAT'S 

CARVED 

ON IT. 

HENDER- 
fSON.YOU'REN 
OUR EXPERT 
ION HEIRO 
I GLYPHICS ' WHAT^ 
DOES THE IN - 
SCRIPTIONSAY^ 
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HM .' IT'S ONE OF THOSE "CURSES".* 
I'LL TRANSLATE IT FOR VOU .' " IT l<3 
THE WARNING OF THE PRIESTESS,. 
NOMMA-RA, THAT WHOSOEVER IN- 
VADES THE SANCTITY OF THIS -HER 
TOMB -SHALL BE VISITED WITH THE 
CURSEOF MISERY AND DEATH,' * 
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HA'HAf 
SUCNOU*- 

AN0-OUT 

GlBBSS^tfW 
I'M. ©PEN 



■rB£ 



'OtDl 



e©YPTtAN» 

[THIN© TWTY A 
| COULD tO 1 
, FRIGHTEN 

FOiKS AW*Y. # 
E BUT CAN VPU 
| IMAGINS ANY<- 
: ONE BBUBVINOI 
SUCH ROT IN 
b THI<3 DAY AN© 
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NOT EXACTLY 
A PRETTY 
<3I<3HT,I<3SHE- 



ABOUT LIKE S 
■ EVERV OTHER 1 
MUMMY WE'VE 
- FOUND .'BUT 
WHAT'S IN THIS 
URN, I WONPER 



VERY INTER- \^^° & " 
ESTING.'THE tAE^Y 
URN IS FULL J WHEAT. 
OF SOME f 1M GOING 
KIND OF / TO PLANT 
SEEDS/ /SOME WHEN 
-* WE <3ET BACK 
TO ENGLAND 
AND SEE 
WHAT IT IS.' 








POOR AMES.' jl DON'T [BUT CAN 
THE SHOCK J THINK ^\ THE 



THREW 
HIM INTO 
A STATE 

OP 
INSANITY.' 




WE SHOULD JRE/MAIN- 
WAIT AN" / ING 
OTHER MIN- IthREE 
UTE.'LET'<3 /escape 
PACK UP \ THEIR 
'AND LEAVE' /PATE BY 
RUNNIN® 
AWAY FROM 
THE UNKNOWN? 
LET US FOLLOW 
THEM TO ENG- 
LAND AND SEE.' 
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Death's Deputy 



By Cliff Howe. 
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£T WAS after midnight. The cabin was quiet 
and dark — dark as the evil hatred in Silk 
Ivor's heart as he crept forward like a night- 
prowling . cat The* cabin belonged to young 
Smoky Peaks. Silk Ivor was here for just one 
purpose, to kill Smoky. 

Silk was a dark, slight-built hombre with thin, 
cunning features. He was proud of his flashy 
clothes, of the fact that he was able to live with- 
out working. He loafed about the Apache Gap 
saloons, gambling some and living by his wits 
Right now, however, his luck was at a low ebb 

He blamed Smoky Peaks for that. Smoky was 
a steady, hard-working youngster, but he liked 
an occasional poker game. A month ago, he'd 
caught Silk Ivor cheating. He'd punched the day- 
lights out of Silk and exposed him before the 
whole tqwn. Since then, no honest man would 
play with Silk. Now he was nearly broke as well 
as being discredited. 

His hatred for Smoky Peaks had grown and 
grown until it was like a black, lashing thing in- 
side him. He had decided to kill the young home- 
steader. But he was far too cunning to face 
Smoky in an open showdown. His way was the 
way of the cat — sneaking, stealthy, merciless. 

He had waited until well after dark to head 
for Smoky's cabin here on Dutch Creek. He'd 
left his horse back in the timber and crept upon 
the cabin. He'd crouched there behind the tool 
shed a long while, making sure. At last, con- 
vinced that Smoky was asleep, he cat-footed to- 
ward the cabin. 

The cabin door was shut, probably latched. 
But a window was open. He huddled there un- 
der the window, grinning at the stupidity of a 
man \vho would close and latch his door, yet 
leave a window gaping wide open for fresh air. 
But then, Smoky wouldn't be expecting trouble, 
he wouldn't suspect the intensity of Silk's hatred 
and resentment. 

Silk listened carefully. Dimly he could hear 
, the deep, slow breathing of a man inside the 
cabin. He thought, the dumb fool! In just a little 
While he won't be breathing! Slowly, gun in 
hand, he stood upright and looked into the little 
cabin. 

Only a dim glow of starlight entered through 
the window. He knew where Smoky's bed was. 
He could see it dimly, in a corner over there 
across the room, could see what looked like the 
blanket-covered figure of a man on it. 

He raised his gun, aiming deliberately, feeling 
cruel satisfaction. Lurid flame lashed wickedly 
into the cabin as he hammered six swift bullets 
into the bed, Gunsraoke fogged thickly in the 



room. 

Then, panic rising suddenly inside him, Silk 
Ivor turned and ran. He leaped on his horse and 
spurred frantically away 

SILK had a room on the second floor of the 
town's one hotel. Reaching Apache Gap a 
couple of hours before dawn, he stealthily en- 
tered his room by a back, outside stairway. He 
went to bed but couldn't sleep. It wasn't because 
his conscience troubled him, but because most of 
Silk's former crimes had been merely petty and 
sneaking instead of the hanging crime of murder. 
And Sheriff Sam Coates, although old and fat 
and stupid-looking, was really shrewdly alert- 
both he and his kid deputy, Pinto York. Still Silk, 
despite his nervousness, was confident the shoot- 
ing of Smoky Peaks couldn't be pinned on him. 
He might be suspected, but nothing could be 
proved. 

The sheriff didn't like Silk. Only a couple of 
days ago he had warned Silk, "You get a job 
pretty quick, Silk, or get outa my county." 

Silk had looked piously injured. "Ain't seen 
me break any laws, have you, sheriff?" 

"I never saw a rattler bite me, either, but I 
know one would if it got a chance. Go to work — 
or ride!" 

Silk was up and dressed by daylight. He took 
a big drink from a bottle he had in his room and 
felt better. He was ready to ride, all right, but 
he was too smart to do it so soon after the mur- 
der. He wanted to stay long enough to go to 
Smoky's funeral. He stayed in his room, drink- 
ing occasionally from his bottle, wondering how 
soon Smoky Peaks' body would be discovered. 

About mid-morning Silk saw a rider spur his 
horse into town from the west trail. The rider 
was Jim Channel, a stocky, blond man who 
owned a little outfit just beyond Smoky Peaks* 
place. Channel stopped his lathered horse before 
tjhe sheriff's office, jumped down, and barHed 
inside. 

It had happened, Silk decided. Channel had 
stopped by Smoky's plac*, found the riddled body 
in the bed; he'd hurried with the news to the 
sheriff. 

Pretty soon Sheriff Coates and Channel came 
out and angled across the street. They entered 
a building that carried the sign Jethro Tarn, 
Coroner and Undertaker. 

Silk Ivor sat near a window and watched, feel- 
ing a vicious and wicked satisfaction, his cocki- 
ness spurred by the whisky he'd drunk. 

After another ten minutes, the fat sheriiff and 
' Jim Channel left Tarn's and went along the 



street to the livery stable, where they hooked a 
eouple of bays to a buckboard. They got in the 
vehicle, drove back, and stopped before the un- 
dertaking parlor, descended and entered. They 
reappeared almost instantly, carrying what was 
obviously a coffin, and slid it into the back of 
the buckboard. 

Just like watching a play unfold on a stage, 
Silk thought sardonically. Only, he had the ad- 
vantage of the few others who watched curious- 
ly. He knew the plot; in addition to knowing 
what had already happened, he knew what was 
going to happen. He had made all this happen. 
He was the star of this drama. In his twisted 
mind he felt 1 a queer frustration that nobody 
would know about~rt. 

Jethro Tarn, a skinny, black-f rocked man, 
came out and got into the buckboard beside 
Sheriff Coates. Jim Channel stood on the board- 
walk and watched them drive out of town, head- 
ing west toward Smoky Peaks' place. 

Silk wondered where Pinto York, the red- 
haired kid deputy, was. But it didn't matter. 
Everything was going off smoothly. He esti- 
mated that it would take the sheriff and Jethro 
Tarn till noon to get back with the body. 

He was right. It was almost exactly midday 
when the buckboard, still bearing the coffin, 
came back along the street and drew up before 
the undertaking parlor. Silk had left his room, 
and was just about to enter a restaurant. But he 
changed his mind, joined the score or more of 
men who were converging on the buckboard. 

THE crowd gathered in a knot near the buck- 
board. The men were very quiet. Silk still felt 
cocky, but he stiffened his thin face into a sol- 
emn mask, like the others. 

Sheriff Coates growled, "Lend a hand, four of 
you gents, and carry this coffin into the parlor." 

Four of the spectators stepped forward and 
took hold of the coffin, two at each end, and 
lifted It from the buckboard. It was heavy, Silk 
9»W. 

A horseman came along the street and pulled 
«p near the crowd. It was Deputy Pinto York, 
Silk saw. Nobody else paid attention to Pinto. 
The red-haired youngster dismounted, looking 
earioualy at the coffin, hat in hand. 

"I been over to Redpeak since last night." 
Pinto stood near Silk, but he spoke to nobody 
in particular. "What's happened — who's dead?" 

But everybody was watching the four carry 
the coffin into the undertaking parlor. 

"Why, Smoky Peaks," Silk said. "He was killed 
while he was asleep last night Some skunk 



sneaked up and shot him . . . ." 

A cold little feeling touched Silk. Pinto York 
was staring at him with a queer, flat gaze. The 
sheriff and Jethro Tarn had stopped, turned. 
They, too, were looking at him. The four pall- 
bearers, Were entering the funeral parlor with the 
coffin. 

Pinto York said sharply, "Silk, I'm arrestin' 
you for attempted murder!" 

Suddenly, .with- stark certainty, Silk Ivor knew 
that he had blundered. He grabbed for his gun, 
jumping sidewise in an attempt to get into the 
crowd. ( 

He saw Pinto York leap at him, saw the red- 
head's loping fist, felt it explode thunderously 
against his chin. He reeled backward, still tug- 
ging at his gun. Pinto slammed at him again. 
He felt Pinto's knee in his stomach. The slim 
deputy's fists hammered at his face. Then Silk 
realized dazedly that he was down in the dust. 

He rolled over and sat up. Pinto had his gun. 
Sheriff Sam Coates towered over him. Still 
stunned, Silk stared unbelievingly at the blocky, 
towheade'd figure of Smoky Peaks pushing his 
way through the crowd. Smoky stopped and 
stared grimly down at him. 

Silk Ivor stammered, "W-what — I thought—** 

"Yeah, I know," Smoky said calmly. "You 
thought you murdered me in my cabin last night. 
But happens I'd a hunch you might try some- 
thin' like that. For the iast week I been sleepin' ' 
in another corner of the. room, on a pallet on the 
floor, where I couldn't be seen from the window. 
You riddled a couple of pillows with lead, is all." 

"I — I don't know what you're talkin' about," 
Silk whined. 

"You know, all right," Sheriff Coates said 
grimly. "After you had your try last nfght, 
Smoky rode into town and told me. We figured it 
was you that done it, but we didn't have any 
proof. So we cooked up a little deal — me, Jethro 
Tarn, and Jim Channel. We figured that who- 
ever'd done the shoo tin' would think he'd really 
put Smoky away. Figured he'd be watchin' and 
see Jim Channel ride hell-bent into town and 
ftop at my office. See us ride out of town with a 
coffin like we was goin' after a body. Well, we did 
bring back a body in that coffin — Smoky Peaks' 
—only he wasn't dead." 

"So what?" Silk sneered. "If somebody tried 
to kill Smoky Peaks, all that don't prove it wm 
me! 

"Don't it? Happens, Silk, not a soul except us 
five knew somebody had tried to murder Smoky. 
If it wasn't you, then when Pinto rode up and 
asked who was in that coffin, how'd you know it 
was supposed to be Smoky Peaks?" 
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Sn THE SPRING, THE ORPrNARY YOUNG MAN'S FANCY LIGHTLY TURNS TO 

FlSF?^ L ^ E V W1TH HAF? • irS ^™^ HIS F^NcS TURNS "S LOVE,i 
PISHING, LOVE, GIVING, LOVE, BOATING ANP LOVE... WITH A FEW**T*A- 
_SFEC1A_L THOUGHT5FORH15I RIVAL. REGGIE/ 
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^IlEP.' 




WOO- WOO,' 
ANP VnIHAT 
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WWgf?g HAVE WS \OH,I PUNNO/ MAYBE 
PEFINITELY PECITIP) OUT ALONS THE 
TO SO TOPAY, r RIVER. TO A MCE r 

'quiet- spot/ away 
s=£om alu the' hustu 

AW lUSTI^ ©P TH£ 
WOI«r0L0l/ 




EVERYTHING HAPPENS TO ME/ I SHOULP 
HAVE REMEMBERE7 THAT GUY HAS HIS 
BOAT ANCHORED UP THIS WAV/ 
POGGONE IT/ 




WHAT HAPPENE7 
TO THE MOTOR, 

REGGIE ? 
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GOSH, JUPY /I'M' 
SORRY- &UT WE RA.N 
OUT OF GAS/ 

HEY, yOU 5>UM/ 
THAT'S ONE OF 
THE OLPE5T GAGS 
IN HISTORY/ 
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THIS OLt? CAMPING TENT I BEEN 
KEEPING IN HERE MIGHT COME IN 
HANPY AFTER ALL/ 



X REMEMBER REAPING HOW THE ARMY 
FLOATE7 JEEPS ACROSS RIVERS BV 
WRAPPING THEM UP IN CANVAS/ 
MAYBE I CAN TO THE SAME THING/ 
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^ fHKvB NO FE*R.,OL' HAsP K-, 
f \ V IS HEWS/ _^ T A, 
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^lA°Pr S I e SHfp| OM |ON Q ^ 

i-'NG the dc*J' l £. satt 



A U.S. NAW BASE SOMEWHERE IN THE PACIFIC-! 



TAKE THAT 'CHUTE ANP 
PACKAGE RIGHT OVER t O 
THAT PB4Y '. 



RIGHT! 



CAPTAIN COURAGEOUS, THE SCIENTISTS 
HAVE BRIEFED YOU ON THIS 
OPERATION! TAKEOVER! Ay _ 

AVm,*IM 



V,. 



'3 
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\I DON'T BLAME 
JYOULIEUTEN- 
^ANT! NOW HERE 
'ARE THE CHARTS 
SHOWING THE LOCA- 
tions of the ob- 
solete vessels we 
already have anchored 

^AT SEA 




OUR LEAPING ATOMIC SCIENTISTS AS 
WELL AS ALL THE HIGH RANKING 
NAVY OFFICERS WILL^BE ON AN 
OBSERVATION SHIP PLENTY 
OF MILES AWAy 
FROM THE SCENE 
OF THE ACTUAL 
DETONATION! 

follow you R 

INSTRUCTIONS 
CAREFULLY AND 
' you WON'T 
RUN INTO 

ANY ^ W*A ...J '■ 

trouble: ^ii'" N 



YOU WILL NOTE THE PARACHUTE 

ATTACHED TO THE ATOMIC BOMBL 
THAT IS SO THAT yOU WILL 

HAVE PLENTY OP TIME 
TO GET AWAY FROM THE 

DETONATION, AS WELL AS^Al 

TO ENABLE YOU^ 

TO CONTROL ITS 
DESCENT BY 

RADIO! 




sir! aren't you \ not on the 
going with us i plane, mister 

on this , /but i'll be on 

mission? fix in away! you 
see, i'll be on 
the observation 
ship, watching your 
progress on the 
ships radar 

screen! good 
.luck, gentlemen' 
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JME TIME LATER-'-THE OBSERVATION 
SHIP, THE HEAVY CRUISER U.S.S. VAN- 
IOERVANT, APPROACHES ITS PRE-ARRANGED 
POSITION'" ' 



WHILE IN THE CRUISER'S RADAR ROOM/CK 
TAIN COURAGEOUS NOTES THE POSITIONS 
OF THE ANCHORED SHIPS •••AND AWAITS 
THE TAKE-OFF OF THE BOMBING PLANE 
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SivBHALMiNSTiS LATER 
•••BACK ABOARD THS 
HEAVY CRUiSeR'" 
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HEY! WAIT A MINUTE! 

HAS THAT GUY GONE 

NUTS? HE'S NOT POLI.OW' 

NG HIS- PLOTTED COURSE 

AT ALL.! CONTACT THAT 

PLANE BY RADIO 

RIGHT AWAY! 



PLANE 35-PLANE 35 
PROM CRUISER LEADER- 
COME- IN! COME IN! 
PLANE 35—1 SAID, 
COME IN! CAN YOU 
HEAR ME?!!? 




KEEP TRYING TO CONTACT 
THAT SHIP, SPARKS'. I'M 
GOING TO TAKE THE NEXT 
BEST STEP! KEEP ME 
INFORMED! I'M GOING 
TOPSIDE! 




HMM! WONDER WHAT PLANE 
THAT IS? IT'S COMING THI$ , 
WAY!! f — H 

YOU BET THERE 
IS! AND IT'S THE 
ONE WITH THE ATOMIC 
BOMB ABOARD! I 
DON'T KNOW WHAT 
THE PITCH IS, BUT 
WE'RE TAKING NO 
CHANCESJSIR.WITH 
YOUR PERMISSION, 
I'M GOING TO TAKE 
THE CATAPULT SHIP 
UPPOR A TRY AT 
INTERCEPTION! 




S EW MINUTES LATER" 



WHAT A GLORIOUS BLOW FOR NIPPON! 
OUR CONQUERED PEOPLES WILL TAKE 
HEART AGAIN WHEN THEy LEARN THAT 
THE ENTIRE HIGH NAVAL COMMAND OF 
OUR HATED ENEMY HAS BEEN BLASTED 
TO BITS! JUST ANOTHER. MINUTE AND"" 







CAPTAIN NIPPO! I MIGHT 
HAVE KNOWN HE'D HAVEj 
A HAND IN SOMETHING. 

LIKE THIS! 



* 




/THERE'S ONLY ONE 
CHANCE, -A SLIM ONE ••• 
, BUT I'VE GOT TO TAKE IT! 




SPILLING* HIS CHUTE SO 
THAT HE CAN GAIN ON 
THE PALLING MISSILE 
OF DESTRUCTION, CAP- 
TAIN COURAGEOUS MAN" 
EUVERS CLOSER AND 
CLOSER' 




got it! but now starts 
the ticklish business; 



IT'S A GOOD THING THE 
SCIENTISTS BRIEFED ME 
ON MORE THAN ONE THING 
ABOUT THIS BABY! AT 
LEAST, I KNOW HOW TO 
REMOVE THE FIRING PINT 



GOT IT! AND WHEN I SAY 
*NOTA SECOND TOO 
SOON I"-- -I'M NOT KIDDING! 




